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Y time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 


When Phoebe went, with me wherever I went; 
Ten thouſand ſweet pleaſures I felt in my breaſt ; 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was left ! 


But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find? 
When things were as fine as could 5 be, 


I thought * twas the Spring; ; but, alas! it t was * 


II. 
With ſuch i companion,- to tend a few ſheep, 

To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep, 
I was fo good-humour' d, ſo chearful and gay, 

My heart Ka bn as 4 1 feather all Jay: 

But now I ſo crols and ſo peeviſh am grown, 

So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known; 

My fair-one 1s gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 

And my bear—-L am f fue i "weighs more than à pound. 


ON 


1 | 
Y time, O ye Kiddies, was happily ſpent, 


When Nancy trigg'd with me wherever I went ; 


Ten thouſand ſweet joys ev'ry night did we prove; 


Sure never poor fellow like me was in love! 
But fince ſhe is nabb'd, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find? 
When the Conſtable held her as faſt as cou'd be, 
I thought twas Bet Spriggins ; but damme twas ſhe. 


WH. 
With ſuch a companion, a green-ſtall to keep, 


To ſwig porter all day, on a flock-bed to fleep, 

I was ſo good-natur'd, fo bobbiſh and gay, 

And I till was as ſmart as a carrot all day: 
But now I ſo faucy and chyrliſh am grown, 

So ragged and greaſy, as never was known; 


My Nancy is gone, and my joys are all fled, 
And my arſe hangs behind me as heavy as lead. 
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III. 

The fountain, that wont to run ſweetly along, | 
And dance to ſoft ee the pebbles among, 
Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phœbe was there, 
"Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 
But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide, 

And till as it murmurs do nothing but chide. 


Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in pain? 


Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 


IV. 

When my lambkins around me wou'd aſtentime play, 
And when Phœbe and I were as joy ful as they, 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy the time, 
When Spring, Love, and Beauty, were all in their prime! 
But now in their frolics, when by me they paſs, 
I fling at their fleeces an handful of graſs : 
Be ſtill then, I cry; for it makes me quite mad, 


To fee you ſo merry, while I am ſo fad. 
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III. 

The kennel, that wont to run ſwiſtly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs dead kittens among, 
Thou know ſt, little Buckhorſe, if Nancy was there, 
Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 
But now that ſhe's off, I can ſee it run paſt, 
And ſtill as it murmurs do nothing but blaſt. 
Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in pain? 
Stop your clack, and be damn'd t ye, and hear me 


complain. 5 
IV. 
When the bugs in ſwarms round me wou' d oftentimes 
play, 


And Nancy and I were as friſky as they, 

We laugh'd at their biting, and kiſs'd all the time, 
For the ſpring of her beauty was juſt in its prime! 
But now for their frolics I never can ſleep; 


So I crack em by dozens, as o'er me they creep : 


Curſe blight you! I oy, while I'm all over ſmart, 
For I'm bit by the arſe, while I'm ſtung to the heart. 
| B 


a * 9 * * —— 4 „„%7 := — 
2333 A =” ö D —W K- 2 Ä• 
- - 


(6 1 


V. 
My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee 
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Come wagging his tail to my fair- one and me; 

And Phœbe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 

Come hither, poor fellow; and patted his head: 

But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour look 

Cry, Sirrah ! and give him a blow with my crook--- 
And T'll give him another ; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter, when Phœbe's away? | 


VI. 
When walking with Phœbe, what ſights have I ſeen | 


How fair was the flower, how freſh was the green! 


What a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 

The corn- fields and hedges, and ev'ry-thing made | 
But now ſhe has left me, tho' all are ſtill there, 

They none of 'em now ſo delightful. appear : 

"Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 

Made ſo many beautiful proſpects ariſe, - | | 


The Barber I ever was pleaſed to ſee 
With his pigtail come ſcraping to. Nancy and me; 
And Nancy was pleas'd too, and to the man faid, 
Come hither, young fellow, and frizzle my head : 
But now when he's bowing, I up with my ſtick, 
Cry, Blaſt you, you ſcoundrel | and give him a kick 
And I'll lend him another, for why ſhould not John 
Be as dull as poor Dermot, when N ancy is gone ? 


. 
When ſitting wich Nancy, what fights have I ſeen, 

How white was the turnep, the col'wort how green 

What a lovely appearance, while under the ſhade, 

The carrot, the parſnip, and cauliflow'r made! 

But now ſhe mills doll, tho' the greens are ſtill there, 

, They: none of em half ſo delightful appear: 

It was not the board that was nail'd to the wall, 

Made ſo many cuſtomers viſit our ſtall. 
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And made yourſelves fine for---a place in her breaſt : 
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VII. 

Sweet Muſic went with us both all the wood thro), 
The Lark, Linnet, Throſtle, and Nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſshopper' under our feet: 
But now ſhe is abſent, tho ſtill they ſing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone; 
Her voice in the concerts, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry-thing elſe its agreeable ſound. 


VIII. 
Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 
Does aught of its ſweetneſs the bloflom beguile, 
That meadow, thoſe daiſies, why do they not ſmile? 
Ah, rivals! I ſee what it was that you dreſt, 


You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 
Te be pluckt by her hand, on her boſom to die. 


Does aught of its taſte Double Gloceſter beguile, 


Io roll in her ivory, to pleaſure her eye, 
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VII. = 
Sweet muſic went with us both all the town thro”, 

To Bagnigee, White-Conduit, and Sadler's-Wells too; 
Soft murmur'd the kennels, the beaupots how ſweet, 1 
And crack went the cherry-ſtones under our feet: 1 
But now ſhe to Bridewell has punch ' d it along, 
My eye Betty Martin! on Muſic and ſong: 
Twas her voice crying Kadki'red, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry-thing elſe its agreeable ſound. | 


1 VIII. 
Gin! what is become of thy heart-chearing fire, 4 
And where is the beauty of Calvert's Intire? it RY 4 | 


That ham, thoſe potatoes, why do they not ſmile ? 
Ah! rot ye, I ſee what it was you were at, 


Why you knock'd up your froth, why you flaſh'd off 


your fat : 


To be tipt by her tongue, in her ſtomach to lie. 
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IX. 
How ſlowly Time creeps till my Phœbe return, 
While amidſt the ſoft Zephyr's cool breezes I burn ! 


Methinks, if I knew whereabouts he wou'd tread, 


I could breathe on his wings, and 'twould melt down 
the lead. 85 


Fly ſwifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And reſt ſo much longer for't Ehen ſhe is here. be 
Ah, Colin! Old Time is full of delay, 5 

Nor will budge one foot faſter for all thou n ay. 


x. Li 
Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? 


| To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove: 
But what ſwain is ſo ſilly to live without love =p 


No | Deity, bid the dear pymph to return; | — 
For ne'er was poor ſhepherd fo fadly forlorn. 
Ah! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with deſpair : 


Take heed, all ye ſwains, how: you love ens RSS © 
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IX. 
How ſlack is the crop till my Nancy return! 


No duds in my pocket, no ſea-coal to burn | 
Methinks, if I knew where the watchman wou'd tread, 
I wou'd follow, and lend him a punch o'the head. 

Fly ſwiftly, good watchman, bring hither my dear, 
And, blaſt me! T'll tip ye a gallon of beer. 

Ah, fink him! the watchman is full of delay, 
Nor will budge one foot faſter for all I can ſay. 


X. 


Will no blood-hunting foot-pad, that hears me 
complain, 


Stop the wind of that nabbing- cull, conſtable Payne? 
If he does, he'll to Tyburn next ſeſſions be dragg'd, 
And what kiddy's fo rum as to get himſelf ſcragg'd. 
No! Blinky, diſcharge her, and let her return; 


For ne er was poor fellow fo ſadly forlorn. 
Zounds ] what ſhall I do? I ſhall die in a ditch: 


Take warning by me how you're leagu'd with a bitch. 
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